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loads, not nearly sufficient to throw out to Cajas.
Neither could we find vines long enough to make
a rope with which his rescue could be effected. The
best we could do was to tie a series of branches to-
gether, lashed by flimsy bark and the few pieces of
rope we had, until we had achieved a crude "pole.53
Our plan was to point this cumbersome apparatus
up-stream and allow the descending current to carry
it into place.
But for two hours our efforts were in vain.
The slimy face of the rock prevented Cajas from
reaching out to grasp it as it drifted past. At the
same time the rock was too slippery to permit the
pole to lodge securely against it.
In the end there was no recourse except for Cajas
to jump into the water and catch the end of the pole
as it drifted by. Like Pons, he could not swim, nor
would it have availed him much in the strong
current, and I knew that it required great courage
on his part to decide to make the attempt How-
ever, decide he did; and with Pasmino and myself
holding fast to our end of the pole, he leaped out and
caught the other.
Almost immediately he disappeared in the swirl-
ing torrent, but we could tell that he was holding
on with every ounce of strength he possessed. He
seemed to weigh tons.
After a terrific struggle we eventually managed
to swing him in to the bank where he clambered to
safety.